should go back to work. It was a great moment. I wept
for joy.9 His eyes glistened through the pince-nez.

4 A great moment, as you say/ I said tactfully. 'But is
it, do you think, quite as simple as that? If wages fall,
do not prices fall still further for the reason that people
have less to spend?'

He shrugged.

There are,' he said vaguely, 'certain economic laws
with which it is unwise for man to tamper. If wages rise
above their natural level the delicate balance of the system
is upset. But I must not bore you with these affairs. In
my factory I am a businessman, alert, decisive, strong.
Now I am on holiday. For the moment my great respon-
sibilities are put aside. I am content to soothe my tired
brain with contemplation of the stars.5

He flung his head back and looked at the stars. 'Beau-
tiful!' he murmured raptly. 'Magnificent! Such quanti-
ties! Formidable!'

He looked at me again. 'I am very sensitive to beauty,'
he said. He turned his attention to his glass, diluted the
contents with some more water and drank it off. Then
he looked at his watch and stood up.

'Monsieur,9 he said, 'it is half past ten. I am old. I have
enjoyed our discussion. Now, with your permission, I will
retire to bed. Good night.5

He bowed, shook hands, put his pince-nez in his
pocket, and walked, rather unsteadily, indoors. Only then
did it occur to me to suspect that perhaps Monsieur
Duclos had had more then one Pernod that evening.

For a time I sat in the lounge and read a fortnight-
old Gringoire. Then, tiring of this, I went out into the
garden to look for the Americans.

The ping-pong table was deserted, but the light was
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